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your long and close friendship with him, and your sense of:
all he had said and done for Italy, all so bound you to him
that you will deeply feel his loss; as for myself I am
stunned. ..."

But Parliament sat on, and the Prime Minister was still
in his place. Perhaps he was not there so often now.
The Tories whispered that he had begun to fail and only
looked in for a few minutes to say a word or two and keep
his name in the newspapers. But they still caught his
voice distinctly and did their best to laugh, when he made
his little jokes. There was one (young Thomas Hardy
heard it from the Strangers' Gallery) about Mr. Lowe
taking a low view. . . . But he was quite eloquent when
Mr. Cobden died, and breathed a pious sentence on the
opinions of Dugald Stewart and Mr. Huskisson, his own
sponsors in the Free Trade faith. One July afternoon he
made a formal little speech about the services rendered by
members in Private Business: it was his last. That
month the House dissolved, and he was off to Tiverton for
one more brush with the indomitable Rowcliffe. There
was the usual handshake afterwards, and the crowd at
the hustings found that his voice had its old strength.
Once more the country voted on the simple issue of ' Pam
for Premier/ with an added impulse from the strange
stirrings of Mr. Gladstone's new democracy. The verdict
was unaltered; and the reign of Palmerston continued.